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Fall Into The Spider Web 


Author's Notes: 
So, this is set in 986 when Nikki had that weird brownish red color going on with his hair (???) also rlly kinky 
Alice and YES Black Beauty roses have a scent shut up 


Alice sighed. He was beyond bored with himself. All of his snakes were asleep, and spiders aren't much fun to 
play with. He needed, a partner. But not just any kind of partner. He peeped out of his window, and saw two 
guys walking down the street. 


"No way! The Beatles’ ‘Helter Skelter‘ was WAAAAAY better than the Stones’ ‘Start Me Up’ those two don't 
even belong in the SAME sentence!" yelled the brownish-haired one, a bit taller than the other, who's hair was 
completely black. 


"Whatever, Sixx!" said Mick, taking a drag from his cigarette, handing it over to his friend. 


"| want that one." whispered Alice. 


What happened next was a total blur. Nikki found himself laying in a strange bed, blindfolded. His hands were 
tied together over his head. He knew he wasn't in his own room. This room smelled like Black Beauty Roses, and 
the bed was higher. 

The reddish-brunette screamed out a little. 


"Now, hush, darling." whispered Alice, covering his mouth. He frantically groaned, and thrashed around. 


"Stop with this nonsense! | am not going to harm you." he pulled him up, untying his hands, and removing the 
blindfold. 


This all felt too unreal. He wanted to go home. It was difficult to keep from vomiting, but he did anyways, as 
he sat there. 


"Come on, tell me your name." 

" Nikki. Nikki Sixx." he said, as his hazel eyes fell down on the black silk sheets. 

"Well then, Nikki," he said, grabbing his chin, so he was facing him. "My name is Alice. Alice Cooper." 
"What do you want with me?." 

| want to make love to you." 

He groaned, dropping his head, and trying to escape. 


"Where are you going?" asked Alice. "This won't hurt. Not one bit." 


The Morning After 


Author's Notes: 
Yes, the number probably IS 867-5309 >u< 


The next morning, Nikki woke up in his own bed. His head felt. Weird. Like it was basically swimming in 
molasses. Was it a dream? There were rope burns on his wrists, and he could still feel where the blindfold was 
tied on tightly. He started hyperventilating and tried getting up, but when he did, he lost balance and grabbed 
onto the dresser. Suddenly, he saw a piece of paper on his nightstand that wasn't there before. 

"Thank you for the wonderful night! You squeal like a little girl. If you would like more, just call this number." 
At the bottom of the note was a phone number. 

"\W-What happened?" stuttered the bassist, unbearably dizzy. It felt like Alice might have drugged him or 
something. He tried his best to remember what went down last night, but his brain was completely fuzzy and 


he threw up on the dresser. The drug was just getting stronger, and soon enough he passed out on the floor. 


He woke up in Alice's room again. Blindfolded, and all tied up. Alice was dragging a feather across his chest, and 
worked up to his face. "Nikki? Are you awake?" 


"Alice." he managed to spit out, but he could barely talk because he had been drugged once again 
“Shh. Calm down." he said, laying next to Nikki, stroking his arm. 
"Don't hurt me." he whispered, finally getting a sentence out. "Please." 


"Oh, Nikki. You're a piece of work, aren't you?" he laughed, kissing his cheek. 


